BARBARIAN STORIES

to fish for the great sea-pike that could snap their
toughest lines and must be stabbed before they could
be hauled out of the water. Lallek came in with a
great spray of pink coral to greet her new mother.
Tathra lay half dressed on a couch, with her maids
rubbing almond oil into her feet. Lallek looked down,
flushing and glad she was not like that, but Tathra
called her over, and they talked, a little constrainedly.
After a time Lallek asked: 'Lady-mother, can you give
me word of my sister Yanivi? She came here once
when I was a child, and once I went to Shibrot and
saw her, but that is years ago now.'

'Oh!' cried Tathra, 'I thought all the world knew of
Yanivi! She's the most famous dancer in Shibrot,
which has the finest dance-houses under the sun. Oh,
but she's light-footed as a butterfly on an iris!'

But Lallek, blushing again, had tears in her eyes:
'My sister a dancer! Oh, not true!'

'But it is!' insisted Tathra. 'And where's the shame?
She headed the spring dance through Shibrot last
year; she dances for us at the Court - she dances the
poppy dance and the emerald dance. Oh you must
have heard of her! If she crooks her finger she gets
what she likes; there's not a man for a hundred miles
round that wouldn't give his right hand for a kiss from
the Mountain Queen!'

'She calls herself that!'

'And a very good name. Half the dancers call
themselves after flowers and birds and dragon-flies,
and who's to tell them apart? Everyone knows her

54